TheTragedie 

Or biteriy to fpeake in your reproofe, 

5cft fitteth my degree or your condition : 

Yourloue deferues my thankcs,but my defer? 
Vnmeritable (hunnesyour high rcqueH, 

Firft if all ob Hades were cut away, 

And that my path were euen to the Crownc, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is >ny pouertie of fpirit. 

So mightie and fo many my defeds. 

As I had rather hide me from my great ncife, 

Being a Barke to brooke no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatnelfecouetto be hid, 

And inthevapour ofmy glory fmothered ; 

But God be thanked theres no need for me, 

And much I neede to helpe you if need were, 

TheroyaUtreehathleftvsroyallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the Healing houres of time. 

Will well become the feateof maieflie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne. 

On him 1 lay,what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune of his happie flarres. 

Which God defend that 1 ihould wring from him. 

Buc. My Lord, this argues confcience in your grace, 
But the refpeds thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All citcumftanccs well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too,but not by Edwards wife : 

For firH he was contraded to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues,awitnelTe to that vow, 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bom, fifter to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and diltreffed widdo we, 

Euen in the afternoone of her bell dayes, 

Made prifeand purchafeofhis luftfulleye, 

Seduce the pitch and height of alibis thought, 

To bafe declenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By her in this vnlawfuU bed he got, 


of Richard the Third. 

This Edward, whome our mannersterme thcPrince : 

More bitterly could expoflulate, 

Saue that for reuerence to fomealiue 
1 giuc a fparinglimitto my tongue : 

Then good my Lord,taketo your royallfelfe. 

This proffered benefi t of dignitie ? 

If not to bleffe vs and the land withal!., 

Yet to draw out your roy all ftockc. 

From the corruption of a buling time, 

Vnto a lineall true deriued courfe. 

MaidDo good my Lord,your citizens entreat you. 

Cat. O make them ioyfull,grant their lawfullfute. 

Glo. yflasjwhy would you hcape thofecarcsonmc, 
Iamvnfitfor Hate and dignitie: 

I doe befeech you take it not ami tic, 

Icannot,nor 1 will not yecld to you. 

Buc, If you refufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth to depofe the ehilde your brothers fonne, 

Afac 11 we k now your tenderneffe of heart, 

,4ud gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

And egally indeed to all eflares, 

Yetwhetheryouexccptour futeor no, 

You r brothers fonne fhall neucr raigne our King, 

But we will plant forhe other in the throne. 

To the dilgraceand downefall of your houfe : 

And in this refutation here weleaueyou, 

Come Citizens, zounds, lie intreat no more. 

Glo. O do not fweare my Lord of Buckingham* 

CW.Call them againe,my Zord and accept their futc. 
c^»o.Do,good my Lord»leafl all the land doe rew it. 
G/o.Weuldyou enforce me to a world ofcare ? 

Well,call them againe,I am not made of Hones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 
albeit againH my confcience and my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham, and you iage grauemen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

1 raufl haue patience to endure the loade, 

H 2 Bfot 


'''rCL’y ’■ 

■■■■■■■■■ 

THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch.Ge.29) Oct&YO 


